With this, the royal couple reached the left of the
stage, close to Theodora, who curtsied and took note.
He was an old, rude, sturdy figure, with extraordinarily
shrewd eyes, gleaming; she was older, and had a weary,
flabby, flagging face of much kindness and placid good
humour. She said to herself: "They are old and child-
less; they love to be near youth". Justinus looked at the
dancers, then looked hard at Theodora.

"Wait, now," he said.   "You're not she, are you?7'

"No, your Majesty," Theodora said. "She's on the
stage."

"Who are you, then?" the Empress said.

Before she could reply, Justinus was peering along the
ranks of dancers, and crying aloud: "Where's this girl
what danced the girl, then? Where is she, what? Eh?
I don't see her. Ah, there she is." Macedonia came for-
ward and curtsied. "Dammy, girl," the Emperor cried,
"I'm not going to eat ye. Come here, will ye? See,
Pheemy, this is the little baggage. Dammy, child, you
made us feel we were at home again. How you did it
in those little slippers I can't think. See, Pheemy, this is
the little baggage did the part. Dammy, if I won't have
another kiss from you." And at this, the Emperor of
the world caught her very friendlily by the shoulders
and did, though with great delicacy, just touch her
cheeks with his lips. "You kiss her, too, Pheemy," he
said. "She smells just as sweet as my old father's little
brown cow. Child, you may dance till the end of the
world yet never give such pleasure as you give to us.
We know all those dances, don't we, Pheemy, eh,
'Candle-light' and 'Maids a-Milking' and 'Hey go the
Reapers'?" Something made him aware of Theodora:
he turned to her. "And who's this?" he asked. "Eh,
she's a fine black-eyed girl Is this one a friend of

no